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The Instant It Happened 


Suddenly, people are pulling back and 
only three or four feet away Yaro sees 
Sirhan fire at Robert Kennedy again 
and again and he watches in numbed 
horror and he begins to react only 
when someone yells, “Get him!” Two 
men grab Sirhan and shove him face 
down on a metal counter and the gun 
slips from his hand and Yaro grabs it 
and someone else takes it from him. 

He first thinks about mechanical 
things. “The fire from the gun is 
orange. The color of the walls is...” 

Then, the full thought erupts: “My 
God! My God! This is happening again 
— to another Kennedy!” 


Robert Kennedy sinks to the floor and 
Boris Yaro begins shooting pictures 
and a lady next to him, in the hysteria! 
of the instant, pulls his arm, shouting y 
“Don’t take pictures. I’m a photogra- 
pher and I’m not taking pictures.” 
Boris Yaro yells, “Let go, lady. Godam- 
mit, this is history!” and he shakes het 
loose and takes more pictures, six in 
all, and it is not until an hour and a 
half later, back in the office, all pic- 
tures processed, all information given 
to his news desk, that he goes alone 
into a tiny darkroom and, like many 
of his countrymen this night of re- 
vived shock and shame, he weeps. 
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